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Chap. XXIII.--A Letter and an An¬
swer.

"You (log:" I said, ih a low. stern rolce;
"tell me the meaning of this."
He gave a little, mocking, airy laugh and,

thrusting his hands into his pockets,
wheeled round upon me.
"What's yoior question?" said he.
"You know. AY hat have you said to the

girl to make her treat tne like this?"
He raited his eyebrows in assumed per¬

plexity.
"Ideally." he said, "you go a long way to

seek. What have I said? How have you
behaved, you rneun."
"You 11 I doin't. I know her. that's

enough. If you have told h'er my
ory"
If?" he repeated, coolly.
T may add a last chapter to It, in which

y 1 figure.that's all."
He was a little starred. I could see, but

retained his sang froiu, with an effort.
"You jump too much to conclusion, my

good fellow. I have snid nothing to her
about your little affair with Modred as

yet."
"That means you intend to hold it aver

r.iy head as a menace where she is con¬
cerned. I know you."

".'Jfhen you know a very charming fellow.
Why. what a dolt you are! Here's a pother
because I play cavalier to a girl whom you
throw over In a tit of sulks. I couldn't do
less in common decency."
"Take care that you do no more. I'm riot

the only one to reckon with in this busi¬
ness." ,
"A fig for that!" he cried, snapping his

lingers. "I'm not to be coerced into tak-
ig second place If I have a fancy for

fl;
am you: that's enough. For the rest,

let'- understand one another. I'll have no
more at this sham for convention's sake.
We're enemies, and we'll be known for
enemies. My door's shut to you. Keep out
of my way and think twice before you
make me desperate."
"With that I turned and strode from him.

His mocking laugh came after me again,
but I took no notice of if.
Should I telj, Duke all? I shrunk from

T#1 *bt. A coward even then. I
.ess to htim how I had be-

vi .ay trust; what fearful suspicions
of the nature of my failure lay dark on
my heart. No.I must see Dolly first and
force my sentence from her lips.
He put down the book he was reading

from, as I entersxl the sitting-room.
"Well," he said, cheerily, "what suc¬

cess?"
I sat away from him. beyond the radi-

ajiff of the lamp, and affected to be busy
unlacing my boots.
"I can't say as yet. Duke. Do you mind

postponing the question for a day or two?"
"Of course. If you wish it." I felt the

surprise iu his tone. "Mayn't I ask why?"
"N'ot now, old fellow. I missed my oppor¬

tunity, that's all."
"Is anything wronr Renny?"
"Sot all right, a* least."
"Renny, why .shouldn't it be? I can't

:>. mlF'Xer as to the direction of her feel¬
ings \jv niy soul. I can't."
"I'Vi not so sure," I said. In a voice of

f AT WOMEN ARE DOING.!
me Are Winding Laurels as
Lecturers and Others as

Politicians.

nd There Is at Least One Who Has
Gained Renown for Refusing:

an Englishman.
Js'eit to marrying an English Duke, what

happier fate could any American girl de¬
sire than to reiuse to marry the "Queen's
messenger?" That is what Miss .Anna
Head, Of San Francisco, has done. The
Queen's messenger is Captain A. J. Mon-
teney-Jephson, who was Stanley's most
trusted aid in his African explorations.
Wiien Stanley visited San Francisco five
years ago he was accompanied by his
lieutenant, who promptly succumbed to
Miss Head's charms. Their engagement

i subsequently announced. Last June
Captain received the coveted appoint-
as private messenger to Her Majesty
ueen. Tint not even this high honor
tough to insure his success with
>ad, and the ((engagement was

And now Miss Head is known as

tu» only American girl who ever jilted a
Queen's messenger-

One of ex-Speaker Crisp's stanchest and
most influential supporters is a small lady
in Georgia. Her name is Marie Louise
Myrick, and she is the owner and editor
* the Times-Recorder, a paper which is
ivoted to the interests of the Georgia
olitician. Mrs. Myriek was the wife of
ic former proprietor of the paper, and
inee his death, several years ago, ghe has
managed it aiono. She is, since the death
of Mrs. -Nicholson, of the New Orleans
Picayune, the only woman in the South
who owns and edits a dally paper. She
think.? Crisp the greatest Democrat of his
generation, and because she thinks this,
and because she believes in the politics
that are his, she has made her paper his
organ.
Miss Millie Brouillette Is enjoying tem¬

porary renown as the child phenomenon of
the Pacific Coast. She is seventeen years
old, and she Is reported to be a lecturer

'arc- whom the silver-tongued orators of
;ross t»nk into insignificance. The sub-

. on which she is particularly eloquent
empcraqce, and since she delivered her
t address on the subject she has been
idol of tlw ^ C. T. T". Almost as re-
kable as her extreme youth Is her lack
.onvcntional education. She has re¬
ed only thirteen months' schooling dur-
er whole career.

York has a fair number of woman

I

ffIHe recognized it and stopped questioning
m«You0i"want to be alone, I see," said he,

^.he passed 'bIp Hie°pla'ced hishandjor^St and sympath'etic! but I shrunk
under it as if It had been a blow*.
When the door had closed upon him

rose and sat down at the table. I 'w.te.
"Dear Dolly: I made a fool of myseir

to-day and have repented it ever since m
sackcloth and ashes. I had so wished^to be
alone with you, dear, and it made me mad
that he should come between us. He isn t
a good companion for you. I must say it,
though he is my brother. H«dIthought
him so. I should have brought him to see

you before. I only say this to explain my
anger at his appearance, and now I will
drop the subject for another, which is the
real reason of my writing. I had hope 1

so much. dear, to put it to you personally,
there in the old forest that we have apent
so many happy hours In, but I missed my
opportunity, and now I am ini toomuch of a

fever to wait another week. Dolly, 'Rill
vou be my wife? I can afford a home of
inv own now. and I shall be glad and grate¬
ful if vou will consent to become mistress
of It I feel that written words can only
sound cold at best; so I will say nothing
more here, but just this.if you will have
me I will strive in all things to be your
loving and derot^husband. TBENDER .

All In a glow of confident tenderness In¬
spired by the words I had written, I added
the address and went out and posted my lit¬
tle missive. Its mere composition, the fact
of its now lying In the postbox, a link be¬
tween us. gave me a chastened sense of re¬
lief and satisfaction that was restorative to
my injured vanity. I had .cast all scruples
to the winds: T bad committed myself defi¬
nitely to a course straightforward and une¬
motional. The mistake of the morning was
reacted upon in time, and I felt that nothing
short of a disruption of natural affinities
could interfere to keep back the inevitable
answer. So assured was I, indeed, that I
fell into a little melancholy fit of musing
over the wild, seductive figure of her who
lav on the darker background of my soul,
allowed my thoughts to wander as If for a
last farewell. Into regions wherein the sim¬
ple heart of my present could find no way to
' "..Good-by Zvp." the voiceless soul of me
mnltered. '"Ibid you off to wait formeln
n world so foreign to this that there the
earth-stricken shall not recognize their In¬
juries. and the wrongful possessors yield up
their possessions to the rightful without one

r<That night, looking at Duke's hard head
at rest on the pillow, I thought: It win oe

put right to-morrow or the next day, anu
vou, dear friend, need never know what
might have followed on my abuse of your
trust." Then I slept peacefully, but my
dreams were all of Zyp.not of the other.
The next day. at the office, I was careful

t»> keep altogether out of Doily's way. In¬
deed my work taking me elsewhere, I never
once saw her. and went home in the evening
unenlightened by a single glance from her
gray eyes. This, the better policy, I thought,

bllliardlsts. The most skilled of all is the
Baroness Hatzfeldt, daughter of C. P.
Huntington. She handles the cue with
ease and grace. Miss Gertrude Vanderbilt
plays well. So do Mrs. George Gould, Miss
Helen Gould, Mrs. John Jacob Astor and
Mrs. Almeric Paget, who was Pauline
Whitney. Mrs. Cleveland used to be rather
a skilful bllliardist herself, but recently
she has been too much engrossed in do¬
mestic and maternal affairs to keep up
her practice.

T^iere is a prospect that the Republican
campaign in Denver will be managed by a

woman. Mrs. Carrie O. Kistler is the per¬
son upon whose shoulders the responsibil¬
ities may fall. She is at present the vice-
chairman of the County Central Commit¬
tee. and it is said by her admirers that
she is in reality acting as chairman. The
man who was nominally in charge of the
last campaign nearly ruined it, so it is
claimed, and there is now a movement on
foot to give Mrs. Kistler entire control.

A WOMAN ENGINEER.

She Talks of Her Work at th® Elec¬
trical Exhibition. .

An Interesting specimen of the New
Woman is on view at the Electrical Exhi¬
bition, where she runs the two big boilers
of 250 horse power each, that supply steam
to all the fifteen engines In the building.
She is Mrs. Frank Walton, the chief en¬

gineer, and the second woman steam engi¬
neer in this country.

"I just love my work," she said, as she
fed one of the boilers, which consumes
12,000 pounds of water an hour, and be¬
tween two and three tons of coal a day.
She gave It a meal of pea coal with an
automatic stoker, while she spoke, and
handled its shining brass valves with much
pride.
"I was nine years old when I first got

Into the cab of a steam engine. From that
time on I have had more or less to do with
engines of all kinds, and at one time had
charge of the dynamo at a theatre in this
city. I never took any regular covfrne of
study, but just picked up my knowledge by
working in eugiiie rooms. Of late years I
have worked with my husband, who is also
an engineer. I met him around the boil¬
ers," she added, "so I think I have reason
to be fond of them. Don't you?
"Oh. yes, indeed; I can cook," Mrs. Wal¬

ton said with pride, "and wash. too. I can
bake as good bread as any other woman,
can ina^e a shirt and iron it. In fact, 1
do all my own housework.
"Do I think engineering is good work for

a woman? Well, I should say so. 'What,
can she do that will bring her in $10 a day
and be any easier or cleaner? My hands
ire never any blacker than you see them
now," she said, holding out a pair of soft,
tvhitc hands, one covered with a flngerless
sid glove. "I *\ear it when turning the
valves," she explained, adding that she
ilso wears corsets and dresses just the
<ame when attending fo the boilers as
though she were a typewriter.

would save us both embarrassment and the
annoyance of any curiosity oo the part of
her fellow.-workers, who would surely be
quick to detect a romantic state of affaira
betwen us.
Nevertheless, despite my self-confidence I

awaited that evening in some trepidation
the answer that was to decide the direction
of my future.

weie sitting at supper when it came,
held by one corner in her apron by our land¬
lady, and iny face went pale as I saw the
schoolgirl superscription
'"From Dolly?" murmured Duke.
I nodded and broke the seal. Mr hands

trembled and a mist was before my eyes. It
ran as follows:

Dear Kenny: Thank you very, very
much for your kind offer, but I can't accent
it. I thought I had so much to say. and tt ^
is all I can think of. I hope it wont huv
you. It can't, I know, for long, because
now I see I was never really the first in
your heart, and your letter don't sound as if
you will find It very difficult to get over.
1 Mease forgive me if I'm wrong, but anyfcow
it s too late now. I might have once, b*t I
can't now, Renny. I think perhaps I be¬
came a woman all in a moment yesterday
Tlease don't write or say a word to me
ajraln about this, for I mean it really and
truly. Your affectionate friend,

"DOLLY MELLISON."
"P. S..It was a little unfair of vou, I

must say, not to tell me about that Zyp."
I sat and returned the letter to its folds

Quite coolly and calmly. If there was fire In
me, I kept It under then.
"Duke," I said, quietly, "she has refused

me." »

He struggled up from his chair. His face
was all amazement and his voice hoarse.
"Refused you? "What have you said?

What have you done? Something has hap¬
pened, I tell you."
"Why? She was at perfect liberty to

make her own choice."
"You wrote to her last night?"
"Yes." ,

"Why did you? Why didn't you do as I
understood you intended to yesterday?"

"I asked you to leave that question alone
for the present."
"You've 110 right to. I " his face

flamed up for a moment, he seemed about
to burst, into a. torrent or passion. But
with a mighty effort he fought it under.
"Renny." he said, in a subdued voice,

"I had no business to speak to you like
.that. But you don't know upon what a

wheel or torment I have been these last
weeks. The girl.Dolly.is so much to me,
and her happiness " he broke off almost
with a sob.

I sprang to my feet. I could bear it no

longer.
"Think what you like of me!" I cried.

"I have made a muddle of the whole busi¬
ness.a wretched, unhappy muddle. But I
suffer, too. Duke. I never knew what Miss
.Miss Mellison was to me till now, when I
have lost her."

"I don't ask to see her letter. You
haven't misread it by any possibility?"
"No.it's perfectly clear. She refuses me

an.d holds out' no hope."
He set his frowning brows and fell into

a gloomy silence. He took no notice of me
even when I told him that I must, go into

THIS IS fHE LATE!

Miss Ada Lee Bascom, the author of!
'The Bowery Girl," one of the biggest
inancial successes of the season, is a

>lucky young California girl, who has, ]
vithout friends or influence iu New York,
hanged her condition from that of a home-
ess stranger to a successful playwright,
-lie has accomplished the change by a

iberal use of the three "P's".patience, \
>luek and perseverance.

'

1 he Bowery Girl" is a melodrama of
£iorCStn Nora, the heroine of

he p.ay. the pet of the Bowerv, is as
renuine a bit of real life from the East
tide as Chimmie Fadden: indeed from
.oginnin? ta end the author shows the
keenest insight into human nature. Miss
3ascom never makes the mistake of oxa fe¬
derating the sJang or endowing the Bow-

the open air for awhile to walk and try to
find surcease of my racking trouble.
"Now," I thought, when I got outside,

"for the villainous truth. To strike at me
like that! It was worthy of him.worthy
of him. And I am to blame for leaving
them together.I, who pretended to an af¬
fection for the girl and was ready to swear
to love and protect her forevennore. What
a pitiful rag of manliness! What courage
that daren't even now tell the truth to my
friend up there! Friend? He's done with
me, I expect. But for the other. He
didn't give her my history.not he. Per¬
haps he didn't as I mean it, but I never
dreamed that he would play upon that
second stop for his devils of hate to dance
to; I never even thought of it. What a
hideous fool I have b^en! Oh, Jason, mybrother, if it had only been you instead of
Modred!"

I jerked to a stop. I was conscious of mypanting as if in a nightmare, and flashes of
crimson flame shot and leaped before my
eyes. Some formless thoughts had been in
my mind to hurry on and on into the pres¬
ence of the villain who had dealt nie such a
cowardly blow, and to drive his slander in
one red crash down his throat. Now, in an
instant, it broke upon me that I had no
knowledge of where he lived.that by my
own act I had yesterday cut off all commu¬
nication between us. I could have bitten mylips through in the tirst rage of the thought.
Perhaps, though, in his robra-like doggingof me he would be drlvfen before long to
seek me out again of his own accord, that
he might gloat over the havoc he had oc¬
casioned. I must bide my time as patiently
as I could on the chance.
Late at nieht I returned and lay down

upon the sora in the sitting room. I felt
unclean for Duke's company and would not
go up to him. Let me do myself justice. It
was not all dread of his anger that kept
me from him. There was a most lost, sor¬
rowful feeling in me at having thus requit¬
ed all his friendship and his generosity.
As I lay and writhed in sickly thought,

my eye was attracted to the glimmering of
some white object set prominently on the
mantelpiece. I rose and found it was a let¬
ter addressed to me in his handwriting.
Foreseeing its contents I tore It open and
read:

"I think It best that our partnership
should fease and I find lodging elsewhere.
You will understand my reasons. Dolly
comes first with me, that's all. It may
have been your error; I can't think it was
your wilful fault; but that she. would have
refused you without some good reason I
can't believe. Your manner seems /to point
to the suspicion that somehow her happi¬
ness is threatened. I may be wrong, but I
intend to set myself to find out; and until
some explanation is forthcoming, I think it.
best that we should live apart. I shall call
here to-morrow during the dinner hour and
arrange about having m£ things moved
and settle matters as far as I am concerned.
Your friend. DI KE STRAW."

I stood long with the letter In my hand.
"Well, it's best," I muttered at last, "and

I thought he would do it. He's my friend
still, thank heaven, for he says so. Hut,
Oh, Jason, your debt Is accumulating!"

Chap. XIV..Lost.
The week that followed was a sad and

lonely one to me. My romance was ended
.my friend parted from me.my heart ever
winoing under the torture of self-reproach.
As to the first, it would seem that I

should have no great, reason for insuperable
regret. The situation had been made for.
not by, me; my doubts as to the efficacy of
such a union had no longer ground for ex¬
istence. I was free.to .let my thoughts re¬
vert unhampered to the object of my first
and only true love.
That was all so; yet I know I brooded

over my loss for the time being, as if it
were the greatest that could have befallen
me. Forbidden my little paradise on the
very threshold, its sweet gardens bloomed
in my fancy with a wealth of flowers that
choked all the vistas to my horizon. Such
is human inconsistency.

I went about my work In a hopeless, me¬
chanical manner that o(nly scarcely con¬
cealed the bitter ache my heart endured.
Occasionally, at rare intervals, I came
across Dolly, but formally only and never
to exchange a word. Furtively glancing
at 'her when this happened, I noticed that
she looked pale, and, I thought, not happy*
but this may have been nothing but fancy,
for my hasty view was generally limited
to half-profile. Of me she took no heed,
desiring, apparently, the absolute close of
our old intercourse, and mere pride pre¬
cluded me from making any further effort
toward an explanation.
, Would that even then I had been wise or
noble enough to force the barrier of re¬
serve. God knows but I might have been
in time to save her. Yet maybe my atti¬
tude was not altogether unjustified. I had
taken a wrong and reckless step, but surely
this atonement demanded of me was ex¬
treme. To put me on the footing of a
formal stranger was heavy punishment for
a fault committed under motives that were
anything, at least, but base.
With Duke my intercourse was confined

to the office and to matters of business.
He showed no unfriendly spirit toward me
there And no desire for a resumption of our
old terms. He never, in public or private,
touched upon the subject that was nearest
both ottr hearts, or alluded to it In any
way. He had informed me at first of his

3T SUCCESSFUL W(

;ry characters with the style or manner
suggestive of a Fifth avenue drawing
room.
Miss Iiascom belongs to a family that

las furnished the world with bishops,
soldiers and pioneers. Hex firm belief in
the ultimate success of stanch endeavor
nay be a legacy from her uncle, that
tiuch beloved man of Kentucky, Bishop
Bascom. Her wit and dramatic instinct
ire no doubt an inheritance from her moth¬
er's mother, "Grandma Bascom," of San
Tose, one of the most brilliant women of
he day. whose witicisms and epigrams
lave passed intb the current speech west of
:he Itockies.
Miss Bascom first came before the public

tvhen quite a child, as an exceedingly
;lev~ actress of ingenue parts. She |scored repeated successes in all the large
Lnurioan dtles.
After a successful tour of England, Miss |

I

new address and was frank and courteous
ana generous as it was his nature to be.
£ i was conscuous of any melancholy
shadow towering between us It was not
because he sougnt to lend to Its features
the gioom that must be enwrapping his
own soul.
At last the week ended, and the silence,

that had lain black and ominous as a snake
along it, was awakened and reared itself
poisonous for a spring. Yet its voice spoke
up musical at first.

It was Saturday afternoon, and I was
walking home toward my lodgings in a
very depressed frame of mind, when a step
came behind me, and Duke fell into step
alongside.

"Renn.v." he said, "I think it right to tell
you. I have taken the privilege of an old
friend and spoken to Doiiv on a certain
subject."

I nodded. The mere fact was a relief to
me.
"We only exchanged a few words, but

she has promised to come out with me to¬
morrow, and then, I hope. I shall learn
more. What time will you be at home?"
I told him all day, if there was anv chance

of his turning up.
"Very well," he said, "then I will call in

upon you some time or other. Good-by."
He seemed to be on the point of going,

but to alter his mind, and he suddenly took
my hand .and pressed It hard.
"Are you lonely, old fellow?"
'Very, Duke.and I deserve to be."
"It's for the best? You agree with me?"
"Quite."
He looked sorrowfully in my face, wrung

my hand a second time and walked off
rapidly. ,

It was the expression of his I ever after
remembered with most pathetic heart-sick-
ness and love. I never saw it in his eyes
again.never again.
That night, as I tramped the streets, too

restless to go indoors, a little child, griev¬
ously crying, brushed past me. Moved out
of myself by a tender impulse, 1 stopped
her and asked her trouble.

"I'se lost," she sobbed, dreadfully; "oh.
I se lost!"
"Where do you live?" I asked.
"I wants mammy!" that was her answer

'Take Netty out of the dark!"
Oh, woful little wanderer! Take you

this lost human soul out of the dark.there
up to the great white throne, where His
arms shall catch you up as you spring to
them, and His voice shall say: "Who is
this you have brought with you, little Net¬
ty? Who kneels but has no place here?"
And you will answer: "He can't be bad all
through, dear Father, for he pitied me, a
little strange child, and led me home."
Lead me home, Netty.we are all lost in

the dark mazes of this most melancholy
world.

I gathered some clew, through the tangle
of her sobs, to the poor midget's address
and led her confident by the intricate
streets. At last the instinct of her baby
soul began to recognize, and presently my
heart gushed over to see her break from me
and run to an anxious woman, into whose
arms she was snatched with a tearful cry.
Then I tuftied and retreated, and the night
closed like a prison door on me in my
loneliness.
But till dawn the walling little cry dwelt

in my oars.lost.lost.lost! It came up
from the streets; it swirled ami bubbled in
the river; it issued from ten thousand
throats trampled under in the struggle for
life about me. Neither did I lose it in un¬
dreams; for thereout Dolly grew, mournful
and shadowless like a ghost, and she held
in her arms the little child I had rescued,
but dead and stiff: and she, too, whispered!

)MAN PLAYWRIGHT.

Bascom returned to California and set
about writing a novel, which she had had
in mind for some time.
As soon as the last page was written the

trip hast was begun in search of a New
lork publisher. In New York she had all
the proverbial trials of genius. The book
w'?s\ of course, repeatedly refused. From
a hotel Miss Bascom was compelled to take
up her abode1 in a cheap boarding house,
from there she was driven to a lodging
house and again to a dark, unheal ed
garret. But h<M- daily trips to the pub¬
lishers and editors were continued, until at
last by sheer chance she stopped in the
office of G. W. Dillingham, publisher
where after waiting for nearly an hour,
stupid with hunger and cold, she was
handed a card on which was written-
"Your story is accepted." After carefully
reading the card several times the soldier's
daughter quietly fainted.

the word, and it went echoing round the
room as if repeated in hopeless sadness
by unseen phantoms of old lost remem¬
brances.

l rose upon the Sunday morning: restless
still and unrefreshed. An undelinable feel¬
ing of ominous expectancy would not let
me sit quiet or read or do anything but
lend my mind to extravagant speculations
and pace the room up and down in nervous
irritability. The tramp of byfarers in the
street below seemed to leave footprints on
my brain: the clash of church bells to set
ray thoughts jangling to a false time. All
my chords of being were set twitching from
one fcentral apprehension, as a spider

"Refused you I What have you said?
What have you done ?"

shakes her web to dislodge some unwel¬
come captive.
At last, thoroughly tired out, I threw

myself into an easy chair and dozed off
from sheer exhaustion. I could not have
slept many minutes, when a clap in my
ears awoke me. It might have been an
explosive burst of thunder, so loudly it
slammed upon my senses. Yet it 'was
nothing more than the closing of the room
door.
Then I struggled to my feet, for Duke

stood before me, and I saw that his face
was white and menacing as death'R own.
"Get up!" he cried in a harsh, stern

voice. "I want to ask you something."
I faced him and my heart seemed to sud¬

denly swerve down with a sickly sensation.
"What is It?" I muttered.
"She's gone.that's all!"
"Gone?"
"She never met me this morning as she

promised. I waited an hour.more. Then
I grew frightened and went to her lodg¬
ings. She had left the evening before, say¬
ing she wasn't coming back. A man came
to fetch her. and she went away with him.
Do you understand?.with bim!"
"With whom?" I asked, in a confused,

reeling manner; yet I knew.
"I want you to tell me."
"How can I. Duke?"
"I want you to say what you have done

with your trust? There has been some¬
thing going on of late.some secret keptfrom me. Where Is that brother of ypurs?""I know no more than you do."
"I shall find out before long. The cun¬

ning doesn't exist that could keep him
hidden from me if.If he Is a party to this.
Why are you silent? I can read it in your
eyes. They have met, and it must have
been through you."
"Before God it wasn't!"
"Then they have!" He put his hand to

his face and staggered as if he had been
struck there.
"Oh." he gasped; "the horror of what I

dreaded!"
Then he came closer and snarled at me:
"Here's a friend, out of all the world!So patronizing to accept the poor little

FEMININE CHIT-CHAT.
Odds and Ends of Interest to All

Sorts and Conditions of
Women.

Suggestions Valuable to Busy House¬
wives and. to Idle Devotees

of Fashion.
Glace fruits made at home have the com¬

bined advantages of a luxury and an econ¬
omy. To prepare them, put into a ffor-
celain-lined saucepan a couple of cups of
sugar, with a half cup of cold water; let
It stand for an hour; then put on the back
of the range, over an asbestos plate, to pre¬
vent burning, aud boil until the sugar when
dropped into Ice water forms lumps in the
bottom of the cup. Into this syrup dip, one
by one, sections of Mandarin oranges, single
Malaga gra]>es. shelled English walnuts,
blanched almonds, or whatever fruit it is
desired to candy. Place the pieces, when
covered with the syrup, in a buttered pan
and allow them to grow perfectly cold In a

refrigerator.
It has recently occurred to some of the

apostles of beauty that woman's walk leaves
much to be desired in the line of grace.
The "peasant's walk," aa It is called, is the
one that prevails among even those favored
mortals who have taken dancing lessons in
their early youth. The heel Is planted firm¬
ly «nd the rest of the foot is allowed to
"slump" forward in a graceless fashion.
The lesson of the dancing master is forgot¬
ten and the services of the Delsarte teacher
are not engaged. Both of these functiona¬
ries insist that the proper method of walk¬
ing is to "point the toe and pot that down
first."

No cozy corner is complete without its
lamp or Its lantern. The lantern is the
more picturesque, though perhaps less sat¬
isfactory for lighting purposes. Deep claret-
colored glass lanterns, encased in wrought
iron work and dangling at the end of a

long iron chain, are attractive additions to
Summer nooks. They cost from $3 up,
varying in price according to their size.
Similar lanterns of blue, green and yellow
glass are also popular.
Freak gloves are atrocities. To the freak

class belong all the vulgar abomipations in
crushed strawberry, pale green and vivid
blue. Tans of the softer shades, fawns,
biscuits and grays, with the ever-present
blacks, are still the favorites with well-
dressed women, despite the noisy bids for
popularity of orange colov and heliotrope.
Women who do not find turpentine more

disagreeable than moths may keep their
woollen garments free from the pests by
sprinkling a few drops of the oil on them.

)
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treasure of my life and soul, and so royal
«r, 'n mud! Was this a put-up

affair between you? It was kind of you to
tiy to save my feelings bv keeping me in
ignorance of it all."
"You are hateful and unjust!" I cried

stung beyond endurance. "He forced him¬
self upon us last Sunday. I was brutal al¬
most in my efforts to get rid of him. But
for some reason or other. Dolly.Miss Mel-
i tooli. llls slde- When I found so, I
left them in a huff and repented almost
immediately. But though I sought far and
near, I never came across them again till
the evening."
He listened with a black, gloomy impa-

tience.
"You acted well, by your own confes¬

sion, said he. "You played the part of a
true friend and lover, by leaving her alone
for a moment only in the company of that
paragon."

'

"I oughtn't to, I know." .

He gave a high, grating laugh.
"But, putting me on one side," I began,

when lie took me up with the most intensd
acrid bitterness.
"Why, can't I indeed.you and all your

precious kith and kin? Why did I ever
save you from being knocked on the head
In that thieves' garden. I was happy be¬
fore.God knows I might have been hapnv
in another way now. You proved the viper
on my hearth with a vengeance. Put vou
on one side? Ah, I dare say that would
suit you well.to shirk the responsibility
others "°WU UCt aDd l8aVe the sufferin£

I haVe suffered, Duke, and always shall
I wont gainsay you.but this hurts m«
perhaps only one degree less than it does
you. But you may be jumping too hurried¬
ly to conclusions. Why put the worst con¬
struction on it?"
He gave another cruel laugh.
."Let's have your theory of her vanishing

without a word to me," he said.
"At least you can be certain that It.It

was my brother."
''How perspicacious of you! You don't

think so yourself, do you? Or that I should
have meekly accepted that woman's state¬
ment without some inquiry as to the ap¬
pearance of the interesting stranger?"
He dropped his cruelly bantering manner

for one hard as iron and ferocious.
"Let's stop this double-faced foolery. X

want his address of you."
"I haven't got it, you know."
"You can't guess at it?"
"Not possibly. What would you do If yon

had it?"
"What do you think? Call and offer my

congratulations, of course."
"Don't be a madman. You lyiow nothing

for certain. Wait and see if she doesn't
turn up at the office as usual to-morrow."
He seemed to think a moment, and then

he threw up his hands with a loud, wail¬
ing moan.
"Lost!" he cried. "In my heart I know

it."
Did I not in mine? It had rung In my

ears all night. I took a step toward him,
greatly moved by his despairing, broken
tone, but ho waved me back fiercely.
"I ourse the day." he cried in bitter grief,

"that ever I came across you. I would
have let you rob me.that was nothing to
her happiness; but now"
"Let him look to himself," he went on

after a pause. In which he had mastered his
emotion. "After to-morrow.I will wait till
then.but afterward.the world isn't wide
enough to keep us apart. Better for him to
run from an uncubbed tigeress than this
twisted cripple!"
He tossed one arm aloft with a wild, sav¬

age gesture aud strode heavily from the
room.
Aud I had no word to say.

To be continued to-morrow. This story
began in the Journal April 27.

A Supplement of the Journal
containing the first seven chap¬
ters of "The IMill of Silence"
will be mailed to any address

upon receipt of a two cent

stamp.

'Back numbers containing
the other chapters thus far
published may be had at the

Journal office.
SUMMER BODICES.

They Show Endless Variety, but Bigf
Sleeves Must Go.

A new bodice is always a welcome addi¬
tion to the modes. Fortunately, there
seems to be no limit to the combinations
of chiffon and velvet, silk and lace.
A notable feature of the latest importa¬

tions Is the radical change in the style of
sj[eeves, and it is hinted that the close-
fitting sort are not far distant. Larga
puffs and the leg-O'-mutton are disappear¬
ing from gowns of the more elaborate sort.
In their stead have come soft frills of
chiffon and lace that fall from the shoulder
over the arm. These new sleeves, which ara

long and which show falls of the same soft
material at the hand, together with high
stocks also befrilled, and every possi¬
ble variation of the Eton and bolero style3,
combine to make the features of early
Summer styles.
No matter how diaphanous the material

may be, some touch of velvet appears. But
where coolness iu fact as well as seeming
is sought, it is confined to the belt. High
thick stocks, though they may be becoming
to women of varying types, aro assuredly
a trial upon warm days. For which reasou

they are applied more often to the gowns
designed for wear when there is a respite
from excessive heat, while thinner stuffs
take their place for all such occasions as

are liable to occur when the thermometer
registers ninety or thereabouts In
shade.


